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Behind Blue Eyes 


He was sitting there again. In the chair by the window. Staring out into the black nothingess that is the night 
sky, his arms folded over his stomach, his legs propped up and crossed. 


He was singing to himself again, softly. It was indistinguishable, pained, hurt. His voice is deep, and rumbles 


throughout the thin air just like quiet thunder. 


He was crying again. His eyes were glossy, his cheeks wet. The tears pooling under his eyes, spilling over and 
rolling down his cheeks, sliding down his face. His hands didn't move to wipe them away. 


He was motionless again. Not even a small stir. His hair fell silkily about the sides of his slim face, partially 
hiding his pain. He was unashamed, yet didn't think that anyone would dare watch him. Only the blink of an eye 


every now and again, and the movement of his lips were clues that he was still there. 


He was thinking of Keith again. His eyes gave it all away, his tears, his song, his mouth. He was sitting in Keith's 
chair, staring out the window. He was holding Keith's memory to his heart, trying not to let it escape. 


| didn't like him. | didn't like either of them. One was holding us back, the other was pushing us too far ahead. 


Yet his expression, his hurt, his eyes .. they were all paining me now. | had to look away, | had to close my 
eyes, but | couldn't. | couldn't look away. | couldn't tear my eyes away from his soft profile, from his longing 


gaze. 


The room was silent except for his mumbling as | made my way over to him. My feet made no noise on the 


old, worn carpet, and he showed no sign of noticing me. 

| reached him, sitting on the chair. He radiated loneliness, he only wanted somebody to love him. 

Somebody like Keith. 

In a rush of sympathy, | stood directly behind him, directly behind the chair, and faced the window. My hands 
rested gently on his shoulders. His now dull eyes stared at mine, in my reflection in the window. He didn't 


acknowledge me, only stared. 


| stood there, trying to awkwardly comfort him, trying to make him feel better. Trying not to seem like | 
cared, yet having a nagging heart that forced me to. 


My arms wrapped around his neck, and | bent down slightly. | pressed my lips to his shoulder. "You'll be all 
right," | whispered in his ear, his shaggy brown hair tickling my nose. 


His tears thickened, fell twice as much. He didn't move, didn't speak, didn't respond to me. 


"| could've saved him." His voice rang clear, something | had longed to hear since | had first rested my hands 


on him. "It's all my fault" 


Tears sprang to my own eyes. Real men dont cry. Biting my lip, pinching my eyes shut, | tightened my grip on 


him. "It's all my fault," he repeated, his voice echoing throughout the room, through my ears, and my mind. 


He slid off the chair, slid out of my arms. With a small thud, he hit the floor, and leaned his head against the 
seat of the chair, curling his legs up to his chest. 


Instinct forced me to rush to him. | knelt on the floor, uncomfortably setting a hand on his arm. "It's not your 


fault." 


He didn't answer. He stared at his hands, picking at is pants. He was visibly shaken, sick of himself and of 


everyone else. | got up. "It's not your fault," | said again, and began to walk away. 
"Roger," his voice stopped me in my tracks, “don't go." | turned around. "Please stay." 


My heart melted right in my chest, my breath quickening, my eyes watering. In one swift movement, | was on 


the floor beside him, my arms around him. "You're all right." 


He trembled in my arms, buried his face in my shoulder, cried his heart right out. Patting his back, | cried 
with him. Cried harder than | had ever cried before. In my life. He let his legs go down, spread them just 
enough for me to slide in between them on my knees. He wrapped his arms around my waist, held me tightly, 


as though he was afraid to let me go. 
He shivered uncontrollably, and | kissed his forehead lightly. "You'll be all right, | promise," | said. "I promise." 


His hair shook with every breath he let in, and his body shook with every breath he let out. "I'm sorry," he 


said, shame filling his voice. "I'm so sorry for all I've caused." 


"Pete, you didn't do anything wrong. All you did was love him." 


